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But that I may not with my soul alive.

Sir, if my lords within whose hand I am

Shall stand content to let my husband go,

Into their ward will I give up myself

On what good terms shall please them to call good,

So he may pass forth freely with such friends

Of these that have not hands enough to fight

As shall cleave to him; I pray you make good speed,

And let this day have end.

Kirkahly,                        Madam, I go.        \Exit.

Queen.    Do not speak yet; a word should burst my

heart;

It is a hollow crystal full of tears
That even a breath might break, and they be spilt
And life run out with them; no diamond now,
But weaker than of wax.    Life of that heart,
There is-but one thing hath no remedy,
Death; all ills else have end or hope of end
And time to work their worst before time change;
This death has none; there is all Lope shut fast,
All chance bound up for ever: change nor time
Can help nor comfort this.    You shall not die;
I can hold fast no sense of thought but this>
You shall not.

BothwelL       Well, being sundered, we may live,
And living meet; and here to hold the field
Were but a deadly victory, and my hand
The mockery of a conqueror's; we should pass
No less their prisoners from the field thus won
Than from these lists defeated.    You do well;